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was wholly made up of young men and I had no
fear of shocking them. French literature, I said,
has become the worlcMiterature of today because
it is outspoken, free. And yet their writers, in my
opinion, are inferior to the best Englishmen in
genius and subtlety. It was puritanism brought
in prudery, I concluded, and now that we have
freed ourselves from the childish belief surely
we shall not keep the bib and tucker of our baby
hood for ever under our chins.

There was the usual applause when I had fiiv
ished and then one got up and asked me some
questions and another and I answered them.
Finally a young professor rose as if reluctantly
and said that he had enjoyed the lecture, but that
he had hoped I would give him the names of the
dozen best short stories. "Of course, I know," he
added, "that Mr. Harris might simply give us
the names of a dozen of his own short stories, but
I meant to get from him if I could, the names of
the next best short stories.11

Naturally everyone smiled, feeling that Oxford
had justified its reputation for common/room
wit.

I asked York Powell to be allowed to answer
the young professor at once. And when the per'
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